THE

GIN PALACES OF COTHAM,

01d-Time Places For Liqnid Encourage:
ment Vividly Called to Mind.

DRINKING AT THE DELMONICOS

The Hoffman House and Ned Stokes—
An Art Gallery In a Cocktaill
Headquarters—Broad-
way Doozing.

New Youx, Mareh 17, 1887.<The open-
Ing of & magnificently furnished eafe on
lJI(! ground llcmr_nf the Cusino, and the
public attention drawn thereto, suggests
the oddity of there being o fashion even
in the eating and deinking of the metrop-
olis.

No need to discuss the morale,

That is fought both sides the line, and
victory will ultimately perch on the
proper banner during the millennial
periad, 1 doubt not,

We take things as we find them, and
we lind them in a poeriod of ten years like
tho drinks dispensed, very much mixed,
The gandiness and ostentatious display of
to-day is in marked contrast to the aflfee-
tation of simplicity n fow yenrs ago,when
the English ehop-house and the English
tap.-room were models for metropolitaa
caterers. It would be folly to imagine
for an instant, nnd would insure derisive
laughter if it were made the subject for
gerious argument, that the liguors sold in
palatial cafes are necessarily of better
quality than those sold in less preton-
tious bar-rooms,

NEARR FULTON FERRY,

on Sonth streer, are several bar-rooms,
with sanded floors, plain oak counters
and massive spittoons, where plain glass
bottles and thick tumblers are utilized by
men between the hours of 12 at night and
2 in the morning, who know what good
liquor is. Tnese places are utilized by
such men beeause they have found by ex-
perience that the whisky and the brandy
and the gin ure the best that can be pro-
cured for money, while on a conspicuous
corner of Broadway in a saloon that is
ornnmented and decorated at enormous
cost, dudes and other idiots driuk lignor
that burns from the moment it passes the
lips until it loses its virility by wrestling
with the stomachic coat, In the lower
purt of the ecity—that is, along theariver
fronts—are innumerable places known,
in the slung of the day, as gin-mills,
where longshoreinen, sailors, stevedores
and others who trﬂfﬂr their flunds, hot
and biting, drink nllL;gud whisky and
brandy by the tumblerful at a gulp, and
pay from three to ftive cenis therefor,
and there are other pliees, worse than
these, where liquors and beers of various
make are intentionally drugged that
their drinkers may be made stupid and
full casily o ‘)'I‘U,\f to the abandoned of
both sexes who live there and there-
abouts,

In some sections fashion has not
changed for many years,

The snme dirt, the same aqualor, the
same uncanny look, the snme dust, the
same grade of infamous surroundings
have been there as long as the memory
of the present man ean touch.

TWENTY YEARS AGO
everything was as plain as a pikestaff. 1
menn that twenty years ago the fashion-
able drinking suloons of New York were
without tessiluted pavements, No pic-
tures hung upon the walls; the ceiling
wus a plain white; they were lighted by
ordinary ehandeliers, “Une or two tables
vossibly stood about the place, n very
ew plain chairs, a file or 8o of papers,
but no fancy work, no gewgaws, Men
walked in, stood at the counter, ordered,
drank, paid, left. Others sut at the little
tables, read the paper, discussed with
their fr]unds, but there wus nothing there
to attract attention except tho bottles be-
hind the bar and theappetite beneath the
waistcoat.

Delmonico was the first to introduce
anything like spaciousness down town,

‘nen Bowen & Macname, the cele-
brated anti-slavery house, moved from
their store opposite Trinity church yard,
on the ground of which mow stands the
new portions of the Equitable's magniti-
cent editice, Delmonieo moved from the
corner of Chambera street and Brondway
to that location, He took the entire
building, put his kitehen on the top floor,
transformed the various lofts into dining-
rooms, and wutilized the lower floor asa
cafe, lunch counter and barroom. But
even thoro there wasn’t the faintest ap-
pearance of decorntion nor the slight-
est pretence of elaborate show, It was,
ns all Delmonico’s places are, large, con-
venient, accessible, with an affectation of
sumplicity indeed,

BUT IT WAS A DEFARTURE,
A step leadingupto a yery significant
change in the Astor house, where the
vast space known as the rotunda, which,
in olden times was used for various pur-
poses, was divided into a series of lunch
counters, two 1n the, so to speak, center,
two ut the north, twont the south, with
an enormous bar, slretcllln? along the
wostorn side, One speaks of the Astor
house ns he wonld of the sun, or the
moon or the stars, 'There s no such
thing as advertising it. It exists, umque.

Itis the common center, between the

hours of 11 and 8 where ull sorts and con-

ditions of humanity meet, where trans-

nctions, runming from the purchase of a

doughnut, to the sale of a railroad are

ns common us pens ina pod, Its old
time managers adheted to the old-time
form, but Allen & Dam cuanged nll
that and introduced u superbly frescoed
ceilling, tinted walls, and o bar, the
elaborate furnishing of which was long
n theme for paragraphs in the news-
papers and  conversation among its
lmlruns. The next groat step was taken
iy Rood & Stokes in the Hoffman house,

That doesn't bring ns down to the

resont period by any manner of meuns,

4 it it wan the lirst step in o direction

- which seems to have turned

TIIE WHOLE TOWN MAD.

... Without absolute knowledge on the
auh there is reason to believe that the
Hoffman house cafe, which is a combina-

. tlion of restaurant, bar-room, picture gul-
lory nnd museum, cost, with its adorn-
ments, bewildermenta and oddities, not

« far from §100,000, Its pictures are known

throughout the world of art. In

they constitute a gallery of itself worth

tho study and careful, patient investigu-

tion of the most ardent lover of brush
and pencil, of chisel and of mallet. Its
tables, many of them 1 should say, quite
forty or fifty, of solid mahoguuy. Its bar
is ® trinmph of architectural beauty.
The hnpgmﬁt upon the wall, the tapes-
tries, the collection of eurlous armors,the
maoidels of boats, the strange medley that
confronts one on every band, together
constitute one of the sights of the city,
where men take ladies on tours of inspee-

tion, as ‘hfﬁ” would  to the
“Statne of liberty,)! to ‘Trinity
ehurch, or to High bridge. The success
of Delmonico's down town found an em-
hasized parallel In tbat ot the Astor
wouse, ad it tinde a worthy combination
in the success of the Hoffman. As in the
Astor house, one can meet journalists,
{:ulnu. lawyers, ministers, priests, rubbis,
snchers, brokers, bankers, politicians, so,
2 elmlmgl from tha Broadwny eutrance,
alt;ng llm mrblt%ull. t;roun?hinlwn

eanfe and out npon Twenty-fourth s
dofiles from four in the Jwrnoon unti
four in the following mornln". in_the
Hoffman house, & procession including

THR NOTED MEN THE COUNTRY

s well as of the city. Men whose classes

perhans are somewhat more varied than
those in the Astor house, inasmuch as the
thie Hoffman iz ntilized by theatrical

ple of various grades, of sports of ell
sorts and name, in addition to the ordi-
nary ranges of humanity of whom I
spoke above,

The conveniences.

In olden times, twenty years ago, if a
guest in any restaurant, eafe, or barroom
of the city wanted to send a relegram, it
was necessary for him to carry it himself,
or sceure, haphazard, the seryices of an
employe.

How is it to-day?

Why, in every hotel of consequence, in
every bar-room of any pretension what-
ever, you lind messenger boxes by which
you ecun summon serviee-at moderate
rates, while in the Astor, Hoffmuon and
other noted rendezvous the eontinuons
click of the telegraph key and the fre-
quent hiclle! hello! of the telephone an-
swer for themselyves this question.  What
arce the convemenees* You call your enr-
ringe, yon send your letter, you wire yvour
dispateh, you do a muoltitwde of tritling
nets whiel, crowded togother, give so
much more life, so much more aehieve-
ment to one's existence, than was enjovetdl
or eould by any possibility have boen en-
joyed by the generation preceding us,

VISETING THE TG

Just for the fun of it some with me to
the Hoffman house. At the left as you
enter is the telegraph office, where protiy-
faced girls nut intelligent heads and nim-
ble fingars at work at your divection,
where instant communication with eables
thut stretch from shore to shora can be
had, where mossenger boys can be sum-
moned at the instant. On the right a
cigar stand, beyond it what is virtually a
hook store, for you can get there any
periodien!l published on the face of the
carth, with card writer, stenographer
and type writer at your hand. Passing
the oftice, turning to the left, you secent
the sweet perfume from a display un-
equaled of choice flowers Bootblacks
in uniform await your order. A weigh-
ing machine stands ready to take your
nickel and give P‘nur avoirdupois, A
nickel-plated modoel of u Fall River steam-
bont will puff 1ts smoke and whirl its
wheels in response to a nickel deposited.,
Oysters at the left, o free luneh at the
right, amaze of bawiidnrnwuts, produced
by the happily combined efforts of art
and science, confront you, Fictures that
have cost from a thousand to twenty
thousand hang upon the walls, and
there, ns I smid, are this hundred thou-
sand dollars' worth of eye-attracting,
soul-satisfying,

BODY RESTING BEAUTIES,

Yon wish to see the governor, There
he sits. Yon want to meet the speaker.
There ne stands. Senators and assem-
blymen, judges and sheriffs, aldermen
and boodlers, ra:Tr(msntmi\'us of every
newspapers in the metropolis and of
every great newspaper the country
round apout are there. Maurice Bern-
hardt, son of the famous Sarah, stands
before me. Tall, slender, black-haired,
black-eyed, something like his mother in
appearance, probably more like his
father. Agruup of managers—Henry E.
Abbey, of Patti and Bernhardt fume, sits
at o tnhle. where are with him John Stet-
son, the millionnire proprietor of the
Globe theatre in Boston and the Fifth
Avenue theatre in New Youk; John
McCaull, well known upon the eircuit;
Maurice Grau, courtly nephew of
his ecourtly uncle, Jacob; John B.
Schoeflel, Abbey’s partner in the manage-
ment of the Park theatre, Boston; Nat
Goodwin, who is as anxious to get away
from the Bijou opera house managers nre
to hold him; Al Hayman, manager from
San Franeisco; the white haired Nestor
from Chicago, Mr. McVicker, and lis
near neighbor, Unele Dick Hooley. Night
after night, from 10 until 2, there can be
found in that place men of affairs trom
the country to the sea—Buffulo Bill, with
his long hair; Steel Mackaye, with his

rave Iace; Tody Hamilton, Barnum's

ortile eulogizer; norrespondents repre.
senting the great journals of the east
and west; actors who have hurried from
the theatres; newspaper writers on thor
way home; politicians just in  from
Albany; congressmen at home or visitors
from abroad; every man of distinction
who is stopping in the city for a day or
50. The whole metropolitan panoraman
pagses that way every day. Andit isa
type. As itis the lnrgest and most ex-
pensive, it is the best known; but there
nre others in the city which, following
the lead set by
NED STOKES

and his partner, are in their ways quite
a8 attractive and more cosy, where the
procession is not so lone, where the pan-
orama is less diversitied, where there is
not 0 much of the ongoing of the world's
exterior, There is one immediately op-
posite Wallack's theatre—white outside
white inside, with a curiously mosaicizod
floor, looking like n pudding stone and
congregation of little picces of marble,
ana so one, where a new style of bullet
baris in vogue, and, by the way, this
may be said to be the Iatest wrinkle.
There is one in A, 'T. Stewart's marble
building, corner of Chambers street and
Broadway, and another in the Potter
building, corner of Park Row ana Beok-
man street, where there is no opportu-
m?f. where there is no bar against which
to lean or over which to stand and argue.
One side of the room 18 occuvied by a
puflet with a sort of bellied con-
ter. In front of this, not be-
hind 1t, stan the  bar-keepocrs,
and tho guests or customers give their
orders, without opportunity for conver-
sition or discussion, and where you are
expeeted to order what you want, take
it, pay for it and leave; but in addition
to this of which I lpEIl’i. opposite Wal-
Iack’s there nre half dozen, variously sit-
uated on Brondway and adjancent strects,
whoro the elaborate ornamentation intro-
duced in the Hoffman house is followed,
to a greater or less degroe,

RUNNING UI' IN COST
to several thousand dollars each.  And
this at n time when the legislalure
of the state is in the very throes of dis-
putation as to a high license law, and
when the temperanee orators are burn-
ishing up their honorz, and the prohibi-
tion phalanx is preparving to carry war
into the very heart of their enemy.

Is drinking on the deeline?

On the contrary there never was a timoe
in my expenence when daily drinkin
was 50 universally s babit as now. Ol
men amd young men drink, and, worse,
boys of tender years follow their exam-
ple. Brokers drink becauws they nre ox-
cited; tlrf goods dealers drink beenuse
trade is dull; all manner of excuses are
muleogiv people who need make none,
and fortunes ars coined by men whose
meutal faculty is shurpened to the point
of appreciation of the fact that appetite
is stronger than principle, and some of
the most palatisl residences in this city
are owned by individuals who, twenty
yoars ago, were barkeepers in other peo-
ple's saloons, but upen whom the tide
of fortune flooded us soon us they opeaed
pluces of their own. Our chief strects
are lined with salovns of the gorgeoustype
I have referred to, und certain localitles,
which a few brief years ago were recog-
mized as our choicest strects for reslden-

ences, are now transformed nto thor-
vughfares lined on either side by wileged
restaurants, which are in reality simply
a style of private bar-room, with supper
room attached.. ‘Twenty-thivd street is a
couspicucus illustration of this. From
Broadway over to Scventh aveaue almost
overy house, formerly oceupied by well-
knowu eitizens, is traustormed into a
more or less respeotable resort, where
drinking by both sexes is the order of the
dany and revelry the disurder of the night,

' Howaun,

Londo Il of & spaniel wh
sndon tell of n spaniel which
saved Lhel (n’:rn eat. 'The owl:a.u of both
drclded 1o drown the cat, and threw it into a
river, The dog resc tabby, and the ma
threw her in is timu the lpmla
took the cal to the olher skore,

OMAHA DAILY
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FARM TALKING IN FRANCE.

Amerioan Arrionltare Made a Prominent
Bubjeot of Debate.

—

POLITICAL AND PERGONAL PARIS

Henrl Hochefort's Pen of Gall-War
Kumors and Epecanlatlon—A
Ball Withonta " Falnt-
ing Spell,”

Panis, March 4.—[Correspondence of
the Bek. |]—Free-thinking Henri Roche-
fort has not let the Riviera earthquake go
by without finding in this disaster ma-
terinls for an attack on hisg bete noire, the
church, He entitles his Intransigeant
editorial “The Finger of Providence,”
and nsks at the start how it happens that
the elorgy do nov attribute this natural
cutastrophie to aivine wrath, He, of
cotrse, answers his own question in the
next paragraph, “Becausy the churches
have sullered more than other edifices
The first pergon to reccive a fatal blow in
this eatuelysm was a sister, who, like the
unfortunate woman of the bible, was
stoned to death.”” Ina post seriptum the
merciless priest-hater calls attention to
the chapel at Bajardo, whose roof fell in
and buried beneath its rains 800 worship-
pers, and adds: **What a lugabrious cor-
roboration of what I have just written.”

It is only in the midst of a bitter con-
test between church and  state like that
now waging in France that such arms
are used, But it must ve said in tairpess
to the fiery editor of the Intransigeant
that itis not he who throwsthe first
stone. ‘I'nke for instance,this silly tirnd.
against modern science that appeared n
a recent number of the Ultramontaine
Univers, whieh holds the same position
in the French religious press that the In-
transigeant does in the republican press,
namely, at one of lht‘!l extremes,

P

The other day in the chamber of depu-
ties, M.Pelletan showed conclusively thut
the erisis throngh which French agri-
culture is now passing is due, not to the
competition of foreigners, but to the old-
fasnioned modes of cultivation and to the
imperfect means of transportation that
prevail in this country. “Look atwhat
they are doing on the other side of the
Atluntie,” excluims M, Pelletan; "I tuke
one of the old western states, lllinois
How has its prodigious agricultural
wealth  been aequired? Not through
emigration, since there are only 400,000
farmers for 275,000 farms in that state.

Nor are the highways gso fine
as ours,or the railroads so con-
tiguous. You will say that it is

attributable to the fecundity of the soil,
But this 18 only a Rm‘tinl explanation of
the phenomenon. No; the real reason is
that while we cling to antiquated cus-
toms, antiquated laws and antiguated
implements; while our scientifie agricul-
turists teach us that for a farm of nbout
forty-five acres tive hands ure necessary,
and extra ones besides during harvest-
time, in America two men cultivate n
much larger area of ground, steam and
machinery have been bent to the work.
Sowing und reaping have been revolu-
tionized, and mechanical contriviuces
thut we know nothing about have been
brought into play for the handling and
transportation of grain.

“And just think of the distanees that
American corn is earried.  Although
raised in the center of the continent, it
is sold on the senboard. What would
say our farmers in the neighborhood of
Dunkirk, if their market wero at Baroce-
lona, Spanin? And yet Chieago is about
as fur as that from the Atlantie.

“Here then are the edvantages that
the United States have over us in this
matter of agriculture; they enjoy genuine
democratic institutions, they have per-
fected their mechanical methods und
they have forced the railroads to serve
public intercsts, and not exclusively
those of the stockholders, Why cannot
we imitute Amerien in some of these re-
gpects? There will be found the remedy
for the present evil and not in & resort to
protection."

M. Pelletan’s speech reminds me of a
discussion that 1 onee listened to on  the
top of a stuge coach Iin the south of
Frrnce. Thedriver was defending the
reaping mothods practised in his region
against the attacks of a farmer from the
neighbornood of Toulonse. It appeared
that, in the first instanee, the custom was
to se1ze the standing grain with the left
hand and eut it with a sickle, while the
Toulousene improvement thercon was
the employment of the eradle! What a
reyelution will M. Pelletan’s speech be to
these men, if they chanee to read it, and
now their conversation shows the cor-
rectness of his views.

Although the French may huve some-
thing to learn from us in the depart-
ment of agricultural machinery, they
are unquestionably our masters in the
culinary art, The truth of this assertion
must be admitted after n moment’s glinee
around the tables in the pavilion of the
city of Paris where is now bcmg held
the fifth annual exhibition of the Sdeiety
of French cooks,

This exhibition evudences in many
ways the high esteem in which gastro-
nom‘y is held in France. Its honorary
president 18 no less a personagoe than the
ministery of commerce and industry,
Imagine n member of President Clove-
jand's eabinet patronizing suekh an enter-
prise! Why, ,w would surely be im-
peached, if not by the senate, at least by
public opinion. )

In the eatulogue of the exhibition the
cooks often give the name of their mas-
ter, especinlly if he is known in public or
is & member of the nobility,  And they,
of course, do this with the tacit consent
of these same masters, for in France a
Fumi Kitehen counts for more than a line
wise, So we find M, Scheinbenbagen
announcing that he presides over the
kettles and saucepans of the Baron Tos-
sivza, while M. Avalard fills the same of-
fice at the Count de Grammont's. M.
Achille Ozanne, the editor of the organ
of the society,a bi-monthly entitled L’Art
Culinaire, isu‘wusi ready to inform yon
that he was once the chef of his iajesty
the king of Greece. M. Ozanne is also
famous, by the way, ns the author of a
receipt for American lobster salad, writ-
ten in verse, with a prologue. But | am
told that the rhyme of the rueei‘ft 18 fur

inferior to the flavor of the sula

The society does its utmost to encour-
age excelience, The eatalogne of this
exhibition gives a long list of “'laureates”
who have enrried off grand prizes and
medals of honor, second prizes and third
prizes. ‘The rules governing the admis-
slon of exposers ure as precise and strin-

ent as thoso of a world's fair., Some of

wm may, however, provoke a smile,
This one, for example: *“Every inedited
dish must be accompunied by the receipt
thereot.

I'he marked attention paid to the ap-
prentices—for in France cooking is even
a more serious study than medicine with
us—is very signiticant and goes far to ex-
plain why the French chet is facile vrin-
eops the world over.  Thus, these bud-
ding cordons bleus have u whole table to
themselves, and if, turning from the mag-
nilicent productions of their elders, you
findl o falling off in imagination and ex-
ecution in these maiden efforts, still yon
are ensily convineed that youn see before

ou the handiwork of more than one

uture Vatel, .

w
At thg Elysee bnrl fhe other night, the
cooks were kept busy, for, slinough M,

| Grevey sont out only bulf as many invi-

b — .
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The attention of the people of Omaha and vicinity is calledgo our select assortment of

WALL PAPERS

A line we are confident will be found larger and better than any before offered in the city, On Monday, we will offer
for sale the following: 1

20,000 Rolls at 10 Cents Rer Roll.
30,000 Rolls at 12 1-2 Cenfs Per Roll
90,000 Rolis at 15 Cents Per Roll.

This last lot comprises some beautiful patterns,

60,000 Rolls at 25 Cents a Roll.

This assortment is the finest put on exhibition; all new and latest designs,

10,000 Rolls at 30c Per Roll.

Half of this lot are * Hand Prints,” which we propose toclose out. They sold last year at T5c and #1 per roll.

4,0001olls at 65¢ per roll

Ingrains are the Latest Novelty in ll?,ecoRraltling. Sold Last Year at 5oc and 6oc¢
er Roll.

We have Reduced the Price on Lincrusta to almost that of Pressed Papers.

5,000 Rolls

.

Come and select firet,

at S0c Per Roll.

5,000 rolls Ingrain at 40c per roll

Those Wishing to

Dacorate their Residences with this Beautiful Article will find it to their Interest to Call

Those who cannot afford the expense of a paper hanger, we ask to examine our stock and
prices before buying.

1508 DOUGLAS STREET

HENRY LEHMAN, - - -

tations this yeur as last, the parlors were | started with a swinging stride in the di-

crowiled, und especially the refreshment
room, where scenes are often  witnessed
that remind you of what oceurred
at a recent party at the Chinese minister’s
in Waushington.

Nobody fuinted this season in the pres-
fdentiat ball room, but it was impossible,
as of yore, to danee “the ghde," for lack
of space, and the “hop waltz'' was ren-
dered diflicult hecause the couples were
glued to the floor by side pressure. 1
never saw such squeezing,' remarked an
ancient maiden lady to her churge. *“*But
it wasa't my vartner’s fault,” answered
the young girl nmvely.

The venerable host seemed more satis-
fied with his entertainment than many of
his ernmpled and panting guests. Pres-
wlent Grevy appeared strong and well,
although his gait i beginmng to show
the advance of years. venture $o pre-
diet, however, that he will live out his
term. So Moessrs Jules Ferry, de Frey-
cinet, Henri Brisson, et al., must be phil-
osophically patient until 1803, or nban.
don the desire to suceceed the present in-
cumbent. M. Grevy may even survive
them all, a pleasant prospect for M.
Daniel Wilson, the president’s shrewd
son-in-law, who not only resides at the
Elysee Palace, but—if we believe the
quidnunes—rules there, too.

a'e

One of M. Grevy's ministers, M. Flour-
ens, who presides over the foreign of-
fice, is just now the object of a good deal
of politicai eriticism, for the Blowitz-
Flourens-Boulunger imbroglio is still the
tulk of the cafes amd newspaper offices,
That the Times correspondent and min-
ister of war should be in hot water again
13 not surprising, . for it s their
normal condition. But that
the munister of foreign  affairs,
whom nobody hnd ever heard of until al.
Goblet unearthed him a few weeks ngo,
and whom nobody will probably ever
hear of again when this morbund eabinet
finally expires, as it must very soon—that
M. Flourens should have done anything
worth talking about, astonishes even his
friends. And now that M de Blowitz
has told the whole story, it appears in-
deed that not mongieur but madame, not
the minister but his wife, is the eause of
the present tempest in o tea-pot. Here is
the tale brielly told: De Blowitz tele-
graphs the Times that Boulanger, with-
out cuunultinﬁ his colleagues, sent a lot-
ter to the Russian minister of war,
Thercupon the government and Gonernl
Boulanger deny the allegation of the
Times correspondent, and de Blowitz,
driven into a corner, ‘mldlly declures, to
the consternation of 'the Flourens home-
cirele, that the wife of the minister
ot foreign affairs told the daughter
of the German ambassador at
Haris, the statement which appeared
in the London Times. Cherchez Ia femme,
sny the French, Hut who would have
imagined to tind in this instance that the
marplot was the wife of Boulanger's col-
lengue! The Intransigeant is terribly
severe on poor Mme. Flouvens, callin
her *'a Catherine 1IL.," Catherine I, it
will be remembered, having conspired
against her husband,

There is some talk of making M.
Flourers a senator.  “The only danger
is,”" says Henri Rochefort, whose piquant
comments in current events seem to he
at the head as well as at tne tail ot this
rambling letter, “that the voters may be
captivated by the cunning Mme.
Flourens and send the wite up to the
Luxembonrg instead of the husband.”
But this would not be so grave a blunder
us might be imaged, for what would be
the husband's loss would be the sennte's
gain, Prasaxce,

—_—————

BLOOD AND IRON.

Wallace P, Reed (n the Atlanta Constitution,
T

John Blair came to a sudden haltin the
middle of the road.

“Shall T go ou to Bethel ehurch?’ he
asked, or loaf about in the sunshine?"

Aithough there wus no one in sight, he
spoke aloud.

**What do I care for old Parson Dry-
man ' he continued, “He hus frightened
all these timid fools so that they have
tarned hypoerites to eseape the wrath to
come. Well, I'll take my chances,”

Sturdy, broad-shouldered, with n bullet
head, a square face, massive juws, o res-
olute mouth and cold gray eves, John
Blair looked the wvery incarnation of
strength and courage,

He stood still a moment and glanced
up and down the narrow country roud as
it meandered throngh the brown and
burren lields and rogky woodlunds until
it lost itself in the red hills.

The dilapidated rail fence by the way-
side attracted his attention.

“Just like neighbor Morris,” he said
with a grim smile. “‘Dick is a fool, of
course, nnd with such Iand as that he
couldn’t do mueh, but he could do better,
Look at my place, It was almost as
bad, but 1 have turaed it into # garden

John Blair leamed' over the rottin
fence and eritically surveyed the lnmﬁ
scape. 'T'he patches of half cleared land
visible in the stunted forests on the rocky
hillside did not promise much,

*As I am not going to old Bethel, " said
Biair, “I'll do u httle exploring.”

He cautiously elimbed the fence and

rection of the hills.

Two hours later John Blair struggled
up out of a ravine with a brown lump in
his hand, His fuce was white ns a sheet,
and his eyes blazed with excitement.
He swung his hat around his head.

“Gold! Gold! Gold!" he shouted.

Then with a scared look he cronched
down in the grass, still holding the brown
lump in hi® hand,

“What a fool I am!" he whspered.
“But nobody heard me. It is Sunday,
and my good neighbor Meorris is at
chnreh."

He pulled out his knife, and with the
stout biade chipped off a few pieces from
his mysterious lump. These he examined
closely.

“I was right,” he almost gasped, with
a sigh of relief. *“This is iron and noth-
ing else. My mining days in Pennsyl-
vamia taught me something. I know
good ore when 1 see it

Tuking the specimens in both hands he
threw it with all his foree against a rock
and broke it. He scrutinized the frag-
ments,

“It is iron,” he repeated, *‘and that
menns gold. 'Yus, gold!” he exclaimed,
again giving away to his excitement.

$lair sprang to his feet and looked
about him. There wns no one to be
seen., Gathering up the lnivces of his
specimen ho walked rupidly down to a
little creek at the foot of the hill and
threw them into the water.

1L

Dick Morris thought that his luek had
changed when John Blair made him an
offer for his farm,

There was very little haggling over
terms. Morris was ghid to get anything,
und when he currie{F home a thousand
dollars in twenty dollur gold pieces, Mrs.
Morris and the three tow-hended child-
ren were so much agitated that their first
impulse was to sit up all night. They
finnlly compromised by going to bed and
remaining wide awake until daylight.

The Morrises packed up their house-
hold goods and lost no time in  transfer.
ring themselyves to the west. They were
rlad to leave the old red hills where they
wd known nothing but poverty and toil.

Honest Dick Morris felt some compune-
tions of conscience, although he could
not see where he was to blame, and be-
fore his departure he hunted up John
Blair.

“Now, John," said he, apologetieally,
“1 hope vou are satizlied with the trade¥"”

*Oh, it will do,”’ answered Blair, puff-
ing awny at his cob pipe.

*You know Inever bragged about the

luce, but then you know it as well as [

o or better.’

HJust 80,"" assented Blair, shortly, "I
know it ns well as you do or better.”

“Then I am sutistied,” said Morris.
“Giood-bye, old fellow, and may the
good Lord prosLmr you and yours,"

The other took his hand, and looking
down at the ground, said:

“tzood-bye, Morris. ‘Take my advice,
and stick Lo the west. There is n chunce
there for you. There is noue here, ns
you know. Asfor myself, L am a good
worker, and can make o hving where
you would fuil.”

They puarted good friends, and the
Morrises started on their western trip.

“I can't help feeling sorry for Blair,"
snid Dick to his wife. “He was always
80 oilish that I never knew what a good
follow he was until we Fnl to trading.
When we get settled and begin to pros-
per, 1 shall try to persuade him to come
out and join us."

And Dick felt the welghty money belt
around s waist, and beamed ull over
with good nature and gratitude,
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The growth ot Ironboro was alwost
magieal. In the rogion around it nothing
like it had ever been known,

When Blur found that big brown lump
he had found a fortune,

Bluir was no ordinary farmer. IHe bhad
a hend for affairs. He organized a com-
pany and controlled it. Capital was ob-
tained, and he controlted that tco, He
was 50 strong-willed and clear-headed
that few men were his mateh. They re-
cognized s gift of leadership, and
yielded to him.

8o Ironboro was laid out. A rmilroad
was built from it to one of the main
transportation lines, Furnaces, rolling
mills, steel works and kindred industries
were soon in full blast.  Statefy stroc-
tures of granite and brick were erected.
In five years [ronboro was a tlourishing
little eity. In ten years it was an impor-
tant industrial centar. In fitteen years
it was generally spoken of as a me-
tropolis,

S0 much "sroapurlu’ had its natur
effect upon John Blair.  The iron king,
as he was called, hud always been m.hl
and unsympathetic, and his success did
not change him for the better.

“The proudest man that ever stepped,”
said one of his acquminthnecs in speak-
%ng of him, snd his appearance justilied

If John Blair loyed anybody it was
hisdaughter, a beantiful girl just Lloom-
ing into bollehood. She was motherless,
and perhaps this had something to do
with her father's tenderness,

It was to dream of his davghter and
plas o birthday surprise for her that the
millionaire took a stroll on a quict Sab-
bath morning in the suburbs of Ironboro.

answered the salutations of his fel-

low-townsmen with a curt nod and pro-
ceeded on his way. He could not afford
to shake hands with any human creature
uinless he represented a cool million at
the very least,

On nnd still onward the rich man
walked, until he was out of sight of tow-
ers and stoeples and mansard roofs. But
the unusual exercise fatigued him and
firally he threw himself upon a moss-
covered rock in o shady covert and gave
himself up to his thoughts,

“Jennie would tike this,’”’ he saia, *1
must bring her out here. The very place
for a summer resort.'!

Then he thonght of his danghter's
birthday, and his hard face softened.

What was that? It seemed like o
stealthy step in the bushes.

Blair glunced around him. His keen
gray eyes had their old engle like range,
and they took in everything,

1t was something," he said ag he re-
clined on his elbow, and proceeded to
build more nir-castles for Jennie and
himself.

Another rustle among the dead lea ve
Was it somebody or was it an animal.
The loneliness of the place put Blair on
his guard. He was nbeolutely fearless,
but as the Iron King, he felt that it was
his duty to take care of himself. His ap-
Prchcnsmus however. if he had an}'. van-
shed when he saw & gray-haired, feeble-
looking man, in tattered
(-.merFu from the depths of the
stand before him,

The newcomer paused and looked Blair
steadily in the face.

‘*‘Move on!"' commanded the latter.

The tramp did not stir. His thin, yel-
low face bore the lines of eare and suf-
fering, and his garb showed that ha had
traveled far, and had been exposed to all
sorts of weather.

*This is no pluce for tramps, " said Blair
coldly, *you must move on,"

*John Blmr!"”

The millionaire started.

. “What do you mean by addressing me
in that way?#'"* he shouted. *“Leave at
ouce."

“John Blair, have you forgotten me?"’

The other looked steadily at the mun o
moinent.

*I do not know you," was his reply,

“1 am Dick Morris.”

Bluir assumed n siltinE
grasved his wulking stick
grin.

“Well,” he remarked carclessly, “you
seem to have had a rough tussle with the
world. Such is hife. Some go up and
some go down. 1 have gone up.”

Morris remained silent, and his im-
pussive face expressed no emotion,

_“But you should haye stuck to the west,
Dick. Ha! ha! A great country is the
west. There was room for you out there,
I am surprised to sev you back here."

“John Blair,"” replied Morris, “if my
Appearance surprises you, what do you
think my surprise must bet 1 leit this
place n wilderness. I find ita greateity.”

“Just so, Dick. It is n great city. And
I have made it. [ own most of it. lown
most of the men and women in it. Why,
Dick, those hirelings over there, whethor
they wear broadcloth or jeans, ave m
slaves, ‘Lhey run at my beck and eall.
They ba=k in my smile, and are wretched
when 1 frown. The Lord has been good
to me, old fellow,"!

“And what has made you so richt"’
asked Morris, fiereely.”

“Brains, friend Morris; brains and hard
work."'

“Why not say robbery?"”

‘"See here, Dick Morris, you
tuke yoursclf off| growlea the
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posture and
with a firm
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“Hat it was robbery,” was the answer,
“I know the whole story. You too' ad-
vantuge of my ignorance and stupidity.
You prowled sbout on my land, and dis-
covared iron. Then you stufled me with
western fubles, bought my property for
a song, and persuaded me to try my luek
In-.yumi the Mississippi. I toos your ad-
vice. I went, The lund swindlers got
most of my money, I toiled hopelessly
with my wile unid echildren year after
year, but to no purpose. The dendly
swamp fever carrled off my family one
by one, and loft me the wreek of my
former self. | tramped it all the way
hers. and what have | found? Huappiness
and wealth that shonld have beon mine
1 tind ventered in you."

Blair rose 1o his foet. Hir fuve had re-
snumed its every day haed look,

“Well, whut are you going to do about
ity he asked, **The law is on my side.”

“The luw!"" sneared Momis, "{\.‘hut 18
the law worth whon yon have an wtterly
duslmr:m-. muan to deul withs'

The millionsire turned pule. What
waus Lthe iaw worth insuch n cuse? He
grasped his stick more firmly,

“Did you foilow me heret'’ he asked.

I\I dl I"

“And your ebject ¥

Yo kill you!!

Blur ruised s stick. Morris stopped
back nnd drew n pistul,

“Hold, my fricnd, " gald the threatened
mun, ‘you do not meun Lo suy that be-
enuse [ got the best of you in a trade you
are going o wurder me*  The iron is
mine." . 1

*And your blood'is nine,” eried Mor-
ris, cocking his pistol.

For God suke, Morris. stop!
muks some  airangenicul,
my danghter!"’

We can
Think of

Wk

‘Your daughter, you roble=
wis my duughter's fater”

With the desperate fury of n brave
man at bay, Blair rushed forward with
uplifted stick.

A sparp report rang out, and the iron
king fell heavily to the ground ,with a
bullet through nhis brain.

- w w * L » "

Blair's fate had n mystery counceted
with it that the lronhorg tlei’acli\'n could
not unravel. A pistol was found by the
dead mun's side.” Was it murder or sul-
cide? The disappearance of an unknown
tramp gave color to the murder theory,
but the fact that the dead had not been
robbed made it doubtful. The truth was
not known till months later, when a dy-
ing tramp in & hospital in a distant city
told the story of the crime. He ex-
I:rossetl no regrets, und with his last
1r‘e:llttl‘t Fl“m“l:udt;i it

‘I had to take his life to get even. It
took his blood to pay tor ml';eironi"

— e

BOMFE ANIMAL STOR1ES"

W, I, Dalton, of Palatka, Fla., hasa Mal-

B.lese cat that is twenty-two vears old. Th

r cat'Iu too deaf to be a successful mouser, bul
Emlgluw in getting around when a ratls
ear by,

The Miles City Journal gives currency to
A rumor that a band of sheép recently snowed
In survived two weeks and grew I'J feeding
on one another's fleece.

In n great storm of snow aleet roce
:ll: !j-:nbgfgtlm tlaudnilnxl:iorl rl':}l trmzte fu'autz
elr a8, and hundreds of the birds we
kllled by falling trees, being unable to fly, v

. The janitor of the court house at {.Plilmore.
G, hins a pet in o big white rat, ‘he other
day a large common rat was turned into the
room with the white one, and they got Into
desperate fight. The whife one fin ¥ gaine
the vietory.

Deer are abundant In Calaveras count
Ual. A herd of twenty-six came down to ,i
settler's cabin the other day, and he shot five
of them without going twenty feet from his
door. Two miners on snow shoes, going
through the woods, eame upon a tine Jue anaG
ran her down in the deep snow.

Jacob Smith, of Peorryvsville, Ky., missad
his horse one :Inev recently, and was highly
incensed against the animnl, which had ®
propensity for straying., Mr, Smith was pro-
pitinted, however, when the horse returned
ulter an nbsence of twelve hours, carrying In
his mouth s pocketbook containing $5,

As Aaron True, of Clark, w
through the woods the other day, n::nu‘lomrg
fedd by his dog, which 1s part collle, part New-
foundland, he eame suddenly upon = big
Erny woll. The dog at once tackled the
bm:.(al“ﬂmhrm'"lmll:.'1 an hour the battle

i nally the dog got a thro
strangled the wolf. ¥ i .

A year ago Charles Johngon, of Griffin,
bought n jok black Kilten ARG’ gave 1t tnis
children for a pet.  One day lrdlumnlrﬂl.
and whon Mr. Johnson found it, weeks
afterwards, It had turned perfectly gray. gﬁu
rh:nf? lrll the bt:nlur o;mt!h: eat'*sthnir is sup-
posed to have been eau ¢ krief at its
aration from the ehildren. 7K -

€, P. Marshall, of Perry, Ga., shut up nis
eatin the dining room one aflernoon last
week and went into the library totake n na
Half an hour afterward he was surprised
find ‘Tom purring _away on the sofa beside
him. The cat had climbed up the dining-
annm crilnlmay. wrilkeld acrnss the roof and
eseended through the othe
et g r chimney into

The great tit, the enemny of the beekeeper,
not nnlr picks up the dend bees in winter,
but invites live ones out by pecking at the
mouths of the hives. He socures many by
this ruse, but in an Enelish town a trap was
set for the great tit, and canght him by the
leg, when at onee a number of bhees rushed
out and stung him round the beak and eyes,
and in exactly four minutes he was dead,

Mrs, Willlam Bailey, of Ripley, Pa., w
the other morning to milk Inl-)r Yc‘nw. 0 \'gl::
valualile thorougnbred, and was gone so long
that her hushand went to see what was the
matter, 1le found the cow standing over the
dead body of his wife, whom sbe had gored
to death, and when he updertook to remove
the body the mad animal attacked him, and
but for the arrival of nelghbora woald have
killed hilm also.

Forly-nine vears ago the father of llarvizso
Gillbort, of Chili, 111, boug‘l‘lrt 0 lwo-year-:):“
[mn_v from the Indians. hen the war o

he rebellion hﬂnu}hagﬂny was tweénty-five
yenrs old, but Mr.Gilbert vode hiln atl thronzh
the war, and nelther was hurt,  The ald fel-
low stlll lives, tenderly eared for. Heo hasn
a tooth in his head, lives on corn-bread an
bran mash, and 18 probably the oldest horse
in America, if not in the world.

Mrs, Lemuel Clute, of lonia, Mich.. wns at-
tacked last week by a large Plymouth Rock
rongter, which flew at her, knocked her
down, and followed up his unexpected at-
tack with bill and elaws, [ley screams
wlarmed the hired help, who eamo to the res-
eue with a pail of water ana stove-liook, aud,
after thoroughly sonking the bird with tha
water and beating his head toa jelly with
the stove hook, Mrs, ('lute was rescosd, bus
ner injuries will eanline her to the house for
severnl weeks,

On a pedestal near the gate of tha Cinel
nati zoolo ieal gardens there recontly  stoc
the stulled figure ot a donkey which, whe
allve, withstood the attacks of a llon an
beaat Him off, “I'lie liun, 1t seems, had broken
oiit of s eare and eseaped o o wood near
by, On a ernssy Lillloek sdfoinine a donkey
aly stretehed in placid slumber—a sinmber
tnat was tdely distarbed by the lion, who,
ina few bounds was upon hlin.  When th
donkey fait the great ninas of flosh deseen
upon him as if from the elouds he was stun=
nod and indignant, but not frightened, pers
liaps, beeause he had never reud any of he
wonderful stories abonut the llon, e mllﬁil
recaovered from the blow, and, rising, ah
onl both hind fect st the same time, an
eau ht the o sguarely In the Ioﬂ."hud.
Padly hurt, the hon skulked off, and later the
donkey died of the wound he recolved ab the
upset, ;




